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WASHINGTON, D. C., SUNDAY MORNING, NOVEMBER 18, 1917.

How Chativenard of the Foreign Legion Won Back His Precious Stripe,
and a Cook of the Company jftitchen Obtained the FrenchWar Cross

BT GERALD BRAVDOX.
FOR the last ten days we had

bean disputing a narrow salient
with the Germans, taking: and
losing It successively- at th

enormous cost of lives.
T had received a slight wound In tha

shoulder, not bad enough to lay me

out, but sufficiently serious to warrant
retirement to the rear and a subsequent
rest In the hospital. It was whila I

awaited transfer from the field hospital
to the base hospital that I saw Chau-
venard for the first and only time.
It did not taki the surgeon long to

diagnose his case.
~

"Bullet through the lower abdomen.
Perforation of the smaller intestine.
There is nothing we can do for him.
A question of hours."
And he motioned toward an unoccu¬

pied mattress in the corner, where the
stretcher men deposited the uncon¬

scious Chauvenard, and hastened to

continue their Job of unloading the

motor ambulances which brought the
wounded men from the dressing sta¬

tions back of the front line.
*

? *
My shoulder smarted and kept me

awake. Unable to find a comfortable
position. I begged the surgeon to give
me something to do to occupy my mind
and make me forget my pain. He
handed me a pail of "tisane" and bade
me distribute it to the patients when

they thirsted.
Midnight. Three short imperative

clangs of a gong warn us of approach¬
ing enemy aircraft I run out with the
orderlies to extinguish all lights. Only
the operating tent remains illuminated.
A leg is being amputated and the pa¬
tient will bleed to death If the opera¬
tion is suddenly halted. The surgeon
finishes his job imperturbably, unheed¬
ing the danger. .

Half a dozen wounded men lie on
stretchers at one end of the texii,
awaiting their turn and watching with
horror-stricken eyes the gloved hands
of the surgeon as he binds, one by one,"
the severed arteries.
On the ground beneath the operating

table lies the leg which has just been cut
off.
One o'clock. Our anti-aircraft batteries

keep up their booming. Most of the
sleeping men have been awakened, and
at each report start to rise, forgetting
their wounds, only to sink back groan¬
ing.
Chauvenard is delirious and lives over

again the events of the day. HisMip
curls with contempt as he mutters In
broken sentences.
"With .the bayonet, my lieutenant!

Lead the section? You forget I am no

longer a sergeant. Let the aspirant
do his share. I am only a soldier of
the second class. I will follow, not
lead."
His insulting laugh rings through the

air. My eyes fall on the sleeve of his
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coat, where I see a rectangle of fresh
blue stand out in relief from the
weather-faded cloth. One can see that
a sergeant's stripe has been there and
has only recently been removed.
One can easily reconstruct his story.

An excellent soldier, gaining: promotion
through undeniable merit, reduced to the
ranks on account of some serious breach
of discipline. Then the return to the
trenches with his heart full of bitterness
at seeing the section he used to com¬
mand led, amateurishly no doubt, by a
beardless "aspirant," a twenty-year-old
graduate of an officers' training camp
who has never smelt powder. Then the
lieutenant asking him to take his old
place, temporarily at the head of his sec¬
tion during the attack, and ris disdainful
refusal, moved by an unholy desire to
see the "shavetail" fall down on the job.
The delirious soldier tells the tale of

the attack. Hearing him. I seem to see
the aspirant running recklessly forward
at the head of his men into the German
death trap from which hidden machine
guns spit destruction.
Three o'clock. Among the last batch

of wounded Is a German prisoner with a

fragment of shell in his thigh, who fights
to prevent the surgeon's inoculating him
with anti-tetanus serum. An interpreter
is brought and explains the inoculation,
whereupon the boche submits with bad
grace.

*
* *

Some German prisoners answer In
monosyllables when questioned. This one,
on the contrary, seems to enjoy betraying
his countrymen. He talks volubly and
even marks on a map the positions of his
artillery. ,

The interpreter turns to us in disgust.
"This pig claims to have shot his offi¬

cer In order to be free to surrender."
The stretcher men carry the German to

a mattress near Chauvenard, whose voice
is becoming weaker and weaker. Turning
to him. the German says:
"Camarade Franzoze."\
The word "camarade" hurt me, estab¬

lishing, as it did, a sort of bond between

the unutterable traitor and thg wounded
Frenchman. But, after all, could not a
sort of parallel be drawn? Was not
Chauvenard, in a way, responsible for
the defeat of his section, which his great¬
er experience might have saved, had not
his false pride prevented him?
Six o'clock. Dawn at last. More

wounded men arrive. Some of them,
wounded slightly, like myself, have walk¬
ed over from the trenches. One of these
recognizes the dying Chauvenard and
takes his hand, trying to force recogni¬
tion.
MP«or chap," he says to me, "I thought

that he had remained out there. Had it
not been for him not a man of us would
have got away."
Then, noting my surprise, he ex¬

plains:
"Yes. "We were the first wave of

attack. The aspirant, who was in
command, started too soon, and a deuce
of a fire met us 100 meters from the
German trench. The aspirant and the
two sergeants were killed. We all
would have been massacred had it not
been for Chauvenard, who, assuming;
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AN AMBULANCE OF THE AMERICAN HOSPITAL GOING THROUGH A BATTLE-TORN SECTION
ON AN ERRAND OF MERCY.

command, made us lie flat behind a

slight irregularity of ground, imper¬
ceptible to a less practiced eye, but
sufficient to protect us. In the mean¬
time the second wave came up to us,
and Chauvenard led us to the assault
in a masterly way, taking the enemy
positions with a minimum loss. He did
so well that the captain called out to
him. "You shall have back your ser¬

geant's stripe tomorrow." But the
poor chap never heard. Just then he
was busy with a huge feldwebel, who,
before dying, shot him with his re¬
volver. Poor Chauvenard! I never

saw a man feel his reduction to the
ranks so keenly. He was our top ser¬

geant up to two weeks ago, when he
lost his stripe on account of getting
drunk while at repose at Suippes. I
wonder if he can still understand."
Then, lifting the dying man's sleeve,

the soldier pointed to the marks where
the stripe had been, and repeated sev¬

eral times:
"Listen. mon vieux, the captain has

given you back your stripe."
Perhaps I was mistaken, but I

thought I saw a flash of understanding

In the rapidly glazing eyes and a smile
of satisfaction on the hanging lips.

*
? *

THE men in the trenches have to be
fed, and it is seldom safe to light

fires for cooking in the front line. Com¬
pany kitchens are therefore usually in¬
stalled a few miles in the rear and the
food Is taken to the trenches by the cook's*
assistants, "cuistots," as they are called
at the front. >

It Is someumes more dangerous just
behind the line than in the trenches them¬
selves, and the "cuistots" must traverse
this danger zone four times a day. Al¬
ways the food arrives cold at the trenches;
sometimes it arrives thickened with dirt,
and sometimes it does not arrive at all.
In these cases the men are authorized
by their officers to eat their emergency
rations.

I will never forget one particular day
when the "cuistot" 6howed up perfectly
safe but without grub, and instead of
getting the deuce from the officers was
recommended for the war cross.

I will quote Trocard, the hero of my
story.

"I had made the trip only once before,
and in the night, so I was not very sure
of the road. Marechal of the 11th squad
and myself started out at about 9 in
the morning, each with a pail of soup in
one hand, a pot of stew in the other, a
two-liter canteen of wine slung over one
shoulder and a 'musette* containing sau¬
sage, cheese and other desserts on the
other side. Some load! A good deal more
than the regulation seventy pounds which
is supposed to be the weight an infantry¬
man should carry.
"Everything went well for two miles.

We walked along on the surface until we
came to the outer edge of the forest,
when it was as much as our lives were
worth to show our heads above ground.
We therefore took to a *boyau* (com¬
munication trench) which seemed to wind
in the right direction.
"You fellows know that boyau. A big¬

ger mess of mud I never saw. Ankle
deep and sticky at best, and every once
in a while a deep quagmire where a per¬
cussion shell had dug a hole which has
filled with mud and cannot be seen.

Some of these holes have been bridged
over with planks, but they are slippery*
snd I elid off of one of them and sunk up
to my chest In (he mire. I had the pres¬
ence of mind to lift my arms as I fell, and
saved the stew, but the soup all spilled.
Marechal gave me a hand to jet out, and
It was a good thing that he did, or I would
have been there still. He pulled me out
eventually, but my shoes remained in the
mud. and though I lost a half hour tryinc
to fish them out with a pole I could not
find them.

'IMarechal could not wait for me, so
after a while I continued alone through,
the boyau, up and down hill; it seemed
to me for hours.

"I never thought that I would bless the
mud, but now I did, for it is easy on the
feet. What would I have done In my
stocking feet if the road had been rocky?

*
* *

"All at once I saw a helmeted figure
standing in the trench, with Its baclc
towards mp. I was just about to call
out to it when I noticed that the helmet
had a point. How could it be possible?
Was I in the German lines? As I had
not been seen, the thing to do was te

go back the way I came, but I have
always been curious, and I decided to
investigate further. Tiptoeii.g up te
the boche sentinel, I found that he
was fast asleep. Yes, mes vieux, fast
asleep on his feet.
"Here was my chance. There were

no other Germans within sight. I stole
up to the sleeper and jammed my pot
of stew over his head.
"He tried to call out, but the stew

smothered his voice. I took the bayonet
off his gun and prodded him with it,
keeping one hand on the pot to pre¬
vent his getting it off. but I need not
have worried, for it was a tight fit.
I will bet that the boche did not even

suspect that he was a prisoner. He
must have thought that one of hie
comrades was playing a practical joke
on him, for, without much to do, he
yielded to my pushing and accompanied
me on my way back to the EYench
lines, which I eventually found, after
trying several of these sacred boyaus.

"Did you ever see the equal of the
expression on the boche's face when
we took off the pot? He stood there
staring and wondering, the while hie
tongue busily licked the stew gravy
that ran down his cheeks to the corners
of his mouth.
"Then suddenly, as he realized that

he was a prisoner and unhurt, a grin
of Joy stole over his features and he
let out a whoop and a 'Hoch!'

"The captain also was happy. He
told me that he needed a prisoner in
order to get some necessary informa¬
tion, and, as my boche did not prove
especially averse to talking, the cap¬
tain recommended me for the war
cross. '

"However, the men did not feel the
same way.

" 'Do you call yourself a "cuistot"?*
one of them asked me. 'You start out
with good food and you turn up with
a hunk of German flesh. Do you ex¬

pect us to eat your boche? Next time
bring us the stew. We can take care
of the fighting end of this game with¬
out your help.' "

(Copyright, 1917, by the Bell Syndicate, lac.)

ssisnEjaiSiajaisEraiaiBiaiafflaiaisiaEMaraMSM^MasMiasjsiaiaiaiaiaisiaiaiaisiBiajaiajaisiaiaiajafsisMsieiajasjsfajaiaias'ii

Tk© Cms® IFoir B&ftttfeiFieM Tropks@s Sftrilk<s§ Paris
Special Correspondence of The Star.

PARIS. November 7, 1917.
TT times, you will, see husky,

mud-stained soldiers of the

front, on leave in Paris, wan¬

dering about, with a German
steel helmet each and other "old iron".
.trum-truppen bowie knives, saw-tooth¬
ed bayonets and a Mauser pistol or so.

¦lung: over their shoulders. They are

battered relics, won at the price of un¬

known heroisms.
Is it so difficult to pick up battlefield

relics? No, not difficult to pick them
up.just rush into the furnace and help
yourself.but to get them to Paris Is
another matter. You might say, an un¬

official war decoration! Only men

marked by their officers for endurance
and good example can carry this junk
of heroes through the lines to the rear.

The battlefields are swept and gar¬
nished by superior command. At Rennes,
certain French military storehouses
contain 300,000 "pieces" of German tro¬

phies. Later, they will be presented to
museums, over the world. '

m
* *

Two heroes wandered down the ave¬

nue. They watched the numbers, knew
where they were going, but they did
not get there. "Old iron" jangled over

their shoulders, but one held a curious
canvas bundle. Suddenly a knowing,
well-to-do and elderly Parisian accosted
them. They followed him into a cafe,
and over coffee in a deserted corner, a

German helmet and other trifling
"pieces" changed hands. Then, after
hesitation, the queer bundle was un¬
done.
A marvel! In 1917, the equivalent of

a citation before the army. A magnifi¬
cent dress-parade Kolback of the Death
Hussars, with its proud aigrette (which
must have cost the~ German officer $70)
a trifle damaged, but all there!
How had these boys won the Kol¬

back? For what deed of valor did their
captain let them fetch it to the rear?
-Hear him saying: "It will be a relic for
your children!" Alas, $40 cash is tempt¬
ing to soldiers, who would like to bring
a little money to their wives to "help
out." Alas, too, the knowing old Pa-
jlslan has made a bargain. He will
tak« the Kolback home to decorate his
library. It ought to have cost him $300.
You cannot imagine the craze for

these relics.
Wealthy English collectors have gone

In for them notably. I have seen confi¬
dential accounts, in which the Earl of
This and Capt. the Hon. That have paid
bill* running into the 9,432 francs, 7,780
francs, 6,050 francs. And they included
items like "polished copper-and-gllt

MILITARY MILLINERY.FOR THE TRIUMPHAL ENTRY OF THE GERMANS
INTO PARIS. THE PLUMES ARE MADE TO SCREW INTO THE TOPS OF
THE HELMETS, AND THE FORMER WERE CARRIED AMONG THE
BAGGAGE.

headdress," "Death Hussar coiffure" and T would rather possess such beauti-
"fragment of fanlon." (It is quite for- ful relics, though gathered on the
bidden to traffic in regimental flags of Ourcq by civilian trippers from Paris,
the enemy, and the explanation of the than the sterner and more spiritually
rest is discretion.) glorious "old iron" lugged to the capital
None of these great purchases were on the backs of poilus in 1917.

made in 1917. They date from 1914 and In August, 1914, rushing on Paris and
1915, and scarcely in one case of ten, certain of victory, the Germans fol-
perhaps, did the poilus who made them lowed their armies by vast and varied
possible reap the reward. « baggage trains. Officers* trunks swelled
It is the visible tragedy of grand Ger- with parade accessories for the tri-

manic hopes! umphal entry into Paris. Single vans

A COLURCnON WAS TROPHIES.

contained thousands of "flammcs" or

pennons to flutter on the lances of
uhlans, hussars and dragoons. Hobe-
reaux of the Imperial Guard fell on the
Marne in silvered helmets with gold
eagles' wings. In their "cantines,"
abandoned in Champagne, French poilus
found thousands of white and black
horsetails set in brass screws, to fix
on gala casques of uhlans and dragoons.
There were "sashes or belts of com¬
mand" in cloth-of-gold and belts of red
or green Turkey leather gallooned with
silver. Kolbacks with glorious aigrettes
strewed the swamps of St. Gond.
The most precious were the trophies

of the Grand Couronne de Nancy,
where, from a plateau, the kaiser ob¬
served the battle, while waiting to
make his triumphal entry into the city.
Growing impatient 'by the turn of
events, he commanded a charge of his
own bodyguards to stimulate the wav¬

ering troops. A third of the guard
was in gala dress for the triumph. All
white, glittering with gold and silver,
their helmets topped with flashing
wings, they dashed onward. Alas.
French machine guns mowed them
down, and shells of 7is let less than a

tithe return to the plmeau, from which
the kaiser himself had fled.
To bolster up certain hasty, shallow

trenches of the Ourcq, they piled all
the regimental drums to make an ob¬
stacle. replacing sandbags. Elsewhere
whole baggage trains were left be-
sind. Cases of Iron crosses and other
decorations were never opened for
distribution to German troops, who
never lived to receive them.
After the retreat of the Germans

from the Ourcq and the Marne crowds
of civilians rushed from Paris to tho
battlefields and picked up incredible
riches of trophies. The war was new.
The front was not hermetically sealed.
Thousands of citizens of nearby towns
packed wagon loads of German uni¬
forms, equipments, camp litter, arms,
and even munitions, abandoned in
flight. At Monthyon there is a pond
whose bottom is still full of valuable
truck.thrown Into the water as they
ran. The natives have been Ashing in
it ever since.

*
? *

The civilian gatherers of the Marne
were fathers. uncles, sisters and
younger brothers of heroic poilus.
They collected sacredly, amid the
tombs of dear ones in the wheat flelds.
"These trophies shall be for our chil¬
dren and our children's children!" they
said.
Apart from the vast accumulations

of the French government, which will
never be alienated except to foreign
museums, the mass of these trophies
are sacredly fixed in French families.
Here and there, however, in some cruel
need of ready money (this is an in¬
vaded land, remember), trophies
chmeed hands.

Collectors rose up. The craze Is at
its height. In Paris it is forbidden tc
expose such relics in shop windows
of commerce. Certain "work" for
poilus are excepted. By all others the
purchasing and selling must be con¬
ducted modestly in the back shop.
Good taste must not be offended. (I
have never seen a single German uni¬
form for sale.) On the other hand, the
poilu on leave, jangling "old iron," is
equally sacred. If he needs a little
money very badly he ought to be able
to find It. And. for the rest, the
sacred Junk.1914-1917.is all mixed
up together.

I am-ftruck by the high prices. In¬
quiry in various quarters discloses that
they are nothing new. The more beau¬
tiful relics (of 1914) had their high
prices.current from the very begin¬
ning. But Is It not astonishing, today,
to And single brass buttons of the
Imperial Guard snapped up at $1
apiece, and such common objects as
the brass ftfcses of German 77 shells
going at $3 each, for raperwelghts?
Parade casques of the guard, with

gilt spread wings on polished copper
and steel, are eagerly sought at $160
to $200. Civilians who picked them
up on the Marne were letting them go
at these rates In 1915 to British milors.

Decorations of von Kluck's staff are
sought at 940 to $00. The Order of Merit
Is black, white, gold and pale blue. The
Crqss of the Griffon Is red. yellow and

EMPRESSIONS are tenacious as well
as valuable things, and a young
woman who has labored sedulously
in one or other of the offices of the

woman's committee of the CQuncil of

National Defense since that body was

created six months ago, and who yield¬
ed a definite impression of ability, sin¬

cerity and seriousness of purpose, has

fulfilled this impression of efficiency, as

witnesses her recent appointment to

membership in that committee, the lat¬

est and youngest member of this im¬

portant group of women, whose wisdom
and understanding are to great extent

guiding the war work of the women of
the nation.
The young woman is Miss Hannah J.

Patterson, and her ability In handling
the details of the work of the woman's
committee during the six months of its
existence led to her appointment as a

member, with the distinctive and dis¬

tinguishing title of "resident director."
Accordingly, Miss Patterson is always
to be found at the Washington head¬
quarters of the woman's committee of
the Council of National Defense, the
little "Playhouse" of old, on N street.

It was on a day very shortly after
her appointment to membership in the
woman's committee that an interviewer
called upon Miss Patterson for a talk
about the new work she has under¬
taken. It would seem that this young
lady who presides over the destinies of
things at headquarters is expected to
be able to place her hand on the exact
location of any of the members of the
woman's committee, with an intimate
knowledge of the work on which each
one is engaged, so that she may either
fullyj and definitely answer every ques¬
tion that is aeftced regarding the work
of the committee or refer it to the
authority on the subject. In other
words, her desk will be the clearing
house of information on all matters
concerning the work of the woman's
committee. She must know to the last

gold. The Order of the Phoenix is
black, white, red. gold and pale blue.

In a word, the poilu hero of today, no
matter what "old Iron" he may bring
with him, can dispose of part of it
for a ten-dollar or twenty-dollar bill
or more. German rifles are cumber¬
some, but they are brought in. Steel
helmets are always salable. The other
day a brave boy from the Chemin-des-
Dames got through with a machine gun.
"The first I ever had," said a collector,
who paid $60 for it. Unexploded gre¬
nades (with wooden handles) are

bought at $3 each.
Of course, when a "piece" Is unique

or extremely unusual, the value goes
away up. I saw such a one (which, at
first glance, might seem worthless) in
the collection of the Malson Edouard
Hautcoeur, 35 Avenue de I'Opera, Paris.
It is one of the beat collections of
trophies in the capital, and Mme.
Grange of Nancy, who has charge of it,
is very proud of certain pieces from
the Marne.
A tragic trophy which I have seen in

Paris is absolutely unique. It is noth¬
ing less than the so-called "war flag" of
that ace of aces of German airmen,
rapt. Boelke, now dead. The book which
he wrote in the height of his glory Is
coming out In America. A chapter is
devoted to the American fliers he met
at Verdun.
This Boelke. the "superfalcon," claimed

to have brought down forty-five French
or allied warplanes before he himself
succumbed, and he appears to have
been an open fighter. He declared him¬
self proudly. Along the sides of his
machine he had tacked a great water¬
proof banner or device of red and black
on silver aluminum paint. It is a

knights' helm of the middle ages, with
long tourney plumes which streamed
along the side of the aeroplane. Beneath,
beside a great iron cross, was the signa¬
ture in great black letters (visible
afar)."W. Boelke." Then, along the
lowe* edge, forty-five black crosses for
the enemy machines he had "descend¬
ed." These "notches on his gun" are
very irregular, as if painted on, one by
one, with shiny waterproof paint, by
his own hand. The workmanship Is
very careful, the "banner" being In
three thicknesses, two of canvas with
some kind of isinglass material be¬
tween them.

STBRUNO HB5ILJQ.

detail what is planned and what is
going on, and she must be able to dis¬
seminate that knowledge and informa¬
tion, to impart counsel and advice, to
cheer and encourage with the wisdom
and sympathy of a Portia.
But work is a hobby with Miss Patter¬

son. "If it will help women and chil¬
dren. so much the better," she says, and
she knows that by helping the country to
fight its present war of righteousness she
is doing her noblest present part in help¬
ing the women and children of this and
other lands.

*
Jk *

This is how Dr. Anna Howard Shaw,
chairman of the woman's committee,
introduced Miss Patterson: "The wom¬

an's committee is very happy to an¬

nounce the appointment to the Council
of National Defense of Miss Hannah
J. Patterson as a member of the wom¬

an's committee. All correspondence
issued by her will have been author¬
ized by the woman's committee and
she will be very glad to be of service
to the various state divisions in giving
counsel and assistance whenever it is
desired. The addition to the head¬
quarters staff of a woman of such

MISS HANNAH Jj PATTERSON.

marked ability greatly increases the
efficiency of the committee's work, and
we are to be congratulated upon her
appointment."
"The women of no country are or¬

ganized as are the women of America,"
said Miss Patterson, "and this splendid
co-ordination made the task of the
woman's committee in organizing for
war work simply a readjustment of
club ideas and efforts from state, coun¬
ty and local activities to concentration
upon the most vital national interests
the women of America have ever been
called upon to aid.

"It has taken only a matter of Ave
months to create a splendid, unified
general organization of the women of
the entire country for co-operation in
war work under the direction of the
woman's committee of the Council of
National Defense. This body acts as
the central committee of the entire or¬
ganization. The state committees with
their own chosen officers, and again
the county committees and even
smaller organized units, each with its
own Officers and Individual working
machinery, decentralize the women's
war work of the nation as widely as
the states themselves.
"Now, with the organization of the

states complete and ready for definite
work, it has behooved the woman's
committee to have its members spe¬
cialize on some line of war work, and each,
confining her efforts to that issue to
which she is especially adapted, to
send out her information, her direc¬
tions, suggestions a?d advice to the
very remotest corners of the land by
route of the state, county and local or¬
ganizations spread like a net over ths
entire country.
"Here is an Instance of how this

works out: The commercial economy
board of the Council of National De¬
fense found that a startling propor-

tion of our daily bread was being
wasted through the return of unsold
loaves by the retailers to the bakers.
The board asked the woman's com¬
mittee to co-operate with it in stop¬
ping- this waste by urging the women
to aid in correcting this condition.
Word was sent down the line, and the
effectiveness of the backing the wom¬
en have given the cause has resulted
in a saving of tens of thousands of
loaves of bread a year. Practically all
the bakers of the country are today
cutting out that waste, and the women
were the first to urge them to action
and to stand by them.
"Now comes the apportionment of the

work of the woman's committee. Its
activities were recently divided into ten
departments. The first relates to state
organization, with Mrs. Joseph R. Lamar
as chairman. This department was cre¬
ated to advise regarding organization,
to stimulate and to standardize it. to get
this ^ great voluntary organization of
women, the most democratic in the wide
world, to stand as one in this great
crisis. We want them to help each other.
We want to show the woman in Bath,
Me., what the woman in San Diego, Cal.,
is doing, thus to assist and stimulate
all the states by the record of help and
harmonious activity.

*
* *

"The important subject of food pro¬
duction and home economics comes

within the scope of the second department
and is under the direction of Mrs. Stanley
McCormlck. That department works
largely in co-operation with the De¬
partment of Agriculture, and looks to
encouraging production and eliminating
waste wherever It appears in the house¬
hold. Tt will encourage an education¬
al propaganda on the subject through
schools, settlement centers and in
every possible way. #
"Now here is an idea that may be

sent down the line for experiment next
season. Some of the women of New
Jersey planned a 'cafetayia' method of
picking vegetables and fruit- This
plan has been under way since news
reached Summit, N. J., that a farmer
plowed under a whole field of peas
because he could not get pickers. The
canning unit of the woman's committee
of New Jersey has asked the farmers
not to plow under until the women

have a chance to pick. They have out¬
lined a system for next season by
which one goes into the field, picks
what peas or beans one wants, has her
basket valued on the way out and pays
the price less the labor.
"The third department is food ad¬

ministration, and Miss Ida M. Tarbell
is its director. There is no outline for
this department, because it will serve
as the logical channel for giving the
women of the land the plans of the
food administration as they are for¬
mulated.

*
* *

."The department relating to women in
industry is .under the\direction of Miss
Agnes Nestor, who understands the in¬
dustrial situation in this country as do
few women. Her work will connect in
large degree with the operations of* the
Departmen of Labor. She will investi¬
gate standards of work and conditions
under which women work in factories.
You know that in this industrial up¬
heaval and the going away of men to
war there will be cases where women

may be put in the places of men where
the labor is too heavy. Miss Nestor
will try to look after that side of the
problem as well &s that of housing the
women who will be brought in great num¬
bers to the industrial centers by the
exigencies of the war.
"Mrs. Phillip N. Moore's assignment

covers two related departments of spe¬
cial work.social service and health and
recreation. The department of social
servfce was created solely to bring to
the correct agencies women who are able
to give time and effort to social service,
especially as it relates to camp life an<?
in preserving the peace time social
standards therein. This department en¬
deavors to get In touch with persons, who
understand the handling of people, or
with those who are willing to go under
a course of instruction for this work,
so that they may give trained assist¬
ance to the recognized associations who
need help. In every state where camps
of soldiers are in training the woman's
committee has been grappling with the
grist of problems that they create. In

its work Mrs. Moore's departments
will co-operate with the commission on

training camp activities.
"The endeavor of the department of

child welfare, under the direction of
Mrs. Josiah Evans Cowles. will be to
render voluntary assistance to the United
States children's bureau. The first
work undertaken in this connection was
to advise the children's welfare depart¬
ments in the various states to see how
the federal child labor laws were be¬
ing carried out In the various states;
also to investigate school facilities for tha
children who were released from labor by
the operation of the new child labot*
laws.

"In this connection some very Inter¬
esting letters have come from various
states, where women have written to say
that children prohibited by the recent
law in their favor are still at work when
they should be at school. Our depart¬
ment cannot act in the matter, but- it
can call the attention of the children's
bureau to the cases.
"The department of education, di¬

rected by Mrs. Carrie Chapman Cat t.. is
operating largely on the theory that
women are in great measure the senti¬
ment makers of the nation, and it is
planning a campaign of educational
propaganda. This will be carried t n
through meetings with the state com¬
mittees. whose members will be urg^d
to go back to their counties and cities
and local clubs and decentralize the
educational idea presented to them
through this department.

-The educational department also
urges the cause of speaker classes,
which will train women In publio
speaking, so that they may go out to
small meetings everywhere and tell the
reasons for this war, for there is still
much ignorance regarding it. In Cleve¬
land forty women enrolled themselves
in the first class organized for this
purpose. This department also has
charge of the work of Americanization
of our alien population, and the com¬
mittee of public information will aid It
in spreading the gospel of 'more light.*

*
* *

"The liberty loan department Is In
the capable hands of Mrs. Xntolnette
Funk. The women of this country are
asked to sell these bonds, to go out to
the women everywhere and give them
an opportunity to help federate the re¬

sources of the nation in the Interest
of the nation's defense.
"The department of home and allied

relief is under the direction, of Miss
Maude Wetmore. This largely implies
co-operation with the Red Cross, inas¬
much as it directs into the proper chan¬
nels women willing to give their time
and effort to relief work. As an In¬
stance, a woman from the far west
wrote to the woman's committee that
she and her daughter, situated on a
ranch twenty miles from a town, could
and would knit all day long for the
cause, but they could not afford to sup¬
ply wool. We put them in touch with
the American fund for French wound¬
ed, which was willing to furnish mate¬
rials for such a case.
"The woman's committee is in every

way sympathetic with the aims and pur¬
poses of the American Red Cross. It
will urge women everywhere to Join in
the making of hospital supplies and
garments for the civilian population in
the devastated districts of Europe, and
to avail themselves of the educational
advantages offered by the Red Cross.
In every community where the com¬
mittee is represented it hopes to see
also a Red Cross organization, the two
co-operating in harmony for the com¬
mon welfare.
"The letters we receive at committee

headquarters are inspiring, and I do
not hesitate to say that we receive as
much stimulation from them as we can
give. The women of the country are
doing nobly in their war work, showing
great Initiative and energy."
The new resident director of the

woman's committee is the daughter of
John G. Patterson, a prominent coal
operator of Pennsylvania. She Is a

graduate of Wilson College. Chambers-
burg. where she made a distinguished
record in economics. She was secretary
of the Civics Club of Alleghany, Pa.;
was one of the board of directors of the
juvenile court of Pittsburgh, treasurer
of the Soho public bath, and was a
member of the board of directors of tha
People's bath at Pittsburgh. Although
a young woman, she has already woo
a reputation for unusual ability as an
organiser.


